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of that dog-like old horse. But when Maseppa was brought forward to be bound upon his back, instead of pulling away, rearing, and fighting against the burden, his one and only quick movement was his violent effort to break away from his tormentors to welcome Maseppa joyously.
" Oh!" groaned Miles, " kill him, somebody, before he kills me!"
While he was being bound on the wild horse's back, our instructions were to scream, therefore we screamed as before, and being on the verge of insanity, Maseppa lifted his head from the horse's back, and said: " Oh, shut up — do! " The audience heard, and — well, it laughed some more, and then it discovered, when the men sprang away and left the horse free to dash madly up the mountain, that Mazeppa had kept one foot unbound to kick his horse with — and truly it did seem that the audience was going into convulsions. Such laughter, pierced every now and then by the shrill scream of hysteria. Then old Bob ambled up the first run all right, but, alas! for poor Mazeppa, as he reached the first turn-table, a woman passed on the way to her room, and hungry Bob instantly stopped to negotiate a loan in sugar. Oh, it was dreadful, the wait, and when finally he reappeared, trotting — yes, trotting up the next run, Mr. Miles's foot could be plainly seen, kicking with the regularity of a piston-rod, while his remarks were — well, they were irregular in the extreme.
Of course the play was hopelessly ruined; the audience laughed at the slightest mention of the " wild horse/1 and when, broken and exhausted, the shepherds find them both lying at the foot of the mountain, the house seemed to shake with laughter.
When the play was at last over, old white Bob walked over to his master and mumbled his hand. Mr. Miles pushed him away with pretended anger, crying: "You infernal old idiot, I'd sell you for a three-cent stamp with gum on it 1"